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gate, on a long descending spiral that usually finishes with a magnificent volplane. If you are anywhere about, you will hardly be aware of his presence, until you hear the air screaming through his wide-set pinions ; but that sweeping, spiral flight has signalled to outlying cruisers, which close in on the beat of the lucky bird and repeat its manoeuvre. The larger the carcase the greater the concourse that will arrive to deal with it from the remoter sky.
That is how vultures find their prey ; by eyesight and patient co-operation, though, to the casual observer, it seems almost miraculous that a carcase can attract, from an apparently empty sky, a host of feathered fiends to hiss and gaggle and fight and tear till only the bones are left.
Then comes the chance of the lordly laemmergeier, who likes bones, but has neither the flesh-tearing beak of the griffon nor its punishing wing-power.
Yet he is a first class exponent of aviation, and has probably been sailing about for hours, like a giant kite, watching the proceedings with fierce, red-ringed eyes.
There is a rush like the wind in tall trees, a gaunt pariah yelps and leaps hastily aside, and the laemmergeier is gliding on easy pinions a hundred yards off, with a bone in his beak.
The bird goes banking steeply up an ascending spiral, to a height of a thousand feet or so, then drops the bone and swoops down after it, a very good second, to earth, for who can tell if some four-footed prowler may not be lurking ready?
If the bone is shattered the bird picks out the marrow, if not, he repeats the performance again and again. If the bone is too light to fye thus broken, after several